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This was enough to reduce an ordinary man to despair, but the invisible ink was made to reappear, all the thoughts and fancies in their orderly series and with their entire drapery of words arose and lived again. I wonder what under such circumstances would become of the "mob of gentlemen who write with ease.'1 Of course it would not much matter as they could easily indite something new.
My father's poems were generally based on some single phrase like "Someone had blundered": and were rolled about, so to speak, in his head, before he wrote them down: and hence they did not easily slip from his memory.
In these London days among his friends were the Kembles, Coventry Patmore, Frederick Pollock, Alfred Wigan, and Macready; and he enjoyed " turning in " at the theatres. Macready he thought not good in " Hamlet" but fine in " Macbeth " : yet said that his " Out, out, brief candle! " was wrong, " not vexed and harassed as it ought to be, but spoken with lowered voice, and a pathos which I am sure, Shakespeare never intended."
One evening, at Bath House, Milnes wished to introduce my father to the Duke of Wellington. " No," my father said, " why should the great Duke be bothered by a poor poet like me?" He only once saw the Duke, when he was riding out of the Horse Guards at Whitehall : and took off his hat. The Duke instantly made his usual military salute, commemorated in the " Ode on the death of the Duke of Wellington " in the well-known lines:
No more in soldier fashion will he greet With lifted hand the gazer in the street
Rogers continued to be intimate with my father, and would ask him privately his opinion on literary matters \
1 My father asked him why he did not write a sonnet. " I never could dance in fetters," he answered. My father himself preferred the Shakespearian form of sonnet to the Italian, as being less constrained.